I F YOU FLY to Rome by jet, you'll get there before your stomach does! We left Tulsa, Oklahoma, at one in the afternoon and reached our hotel in Rome at noon of the next day. It sounds crazy, but it's true! The plane had been dark just long enough to show a twohour movie.
I could believe that it was noon, after watching the bright Italian sunshine on the Roman Campagna all the way from the airport. My digestive system, to the contrary, was still in its 4: 00 a.m. lethargy, even though I had eaten one of the breakfast rolls served on the plane! By Tulsa time, it would be two hours yet before my daily injection of 22 units of NPH insulin would make me ready for breakfast.
Rome may be the eternal city, but human beings still have to tell time there. Should I change my watch to Rome time now, or stick to Tulsa time? Being a diabetic with twenty-two years' experience, I knew that question was not debatable for me. I had to live by insulin time, which at the moment meant Tulsa time. Proving that when in Rome the diabetic can not always do as the Romans do! I went to sleep as soon as we reached our room. When I awoke two hours later at 3: 40 Rome time, all I felt was tired. I had no feeling that it was time to eat, to take insulin, to get up or to go back to sleep. If my body mechanism sent me any messages on the subject, I did not pick them up. It was a good thing that my doctor had foreseen the problem and given me instructions. Of course, they apply only to me-and not necessarily to other diabetics.
• Upon arrival in Rome, sleep two or three hours.
• Awake approximately twenty-four hours after • Go downstairs and find out where a meal can be obtained so you will know where and when food will be available. • Return to room, take 10 units of Regular Insulin. Altemose: However, if sugar tests show negative (highly improbable), take only 8 units of Regular Insulin.
• Eat a dinner within thirty minutes.
• Take a walk, see the fountains, sit down under a sixteenth century arch to study the fourth century church, and listen to a twentieth century election campaign, loud P. Eat breakfast Roman-style, enjoy the hard bread and the caffe latta with your usual 2 units of pro-same. It was necessary for me to cover an extra meal with Regular Insulin before returning to a twentyfour hour day and one daily injection of NPH.
We left Paris at 10: 00 a.m. The schedule announced that luncheon and tea would be served during the flight. However, upon discovering that luncheon time would be 1: 30 p.m., Paris time, I asked to be served something at 11: 30, my regular eating time. The stewardess gave me the cold part of the meal at 11: 30 and served the warm part of the meal when she served the other passengers-an excellent solution.
We landed in New York at one in the afternoon New York time but my insulin time was six o'clock in the evening. So when we boarded the Tulsabound plane at 1: 40, my husband immediately explained to the stewardess that it was meal time for me since I had taken insulin in Paris and had to eat Paris time.
She served me the sandwich they had planned for a mid-afternoon snack before we left the ground. Later when she served the other passengers she gave me the complete snack. Thanks to her intelligent help, by 7: 00 p.m., my insulin time, I had eaten the prescribed four ounces of protein, glass of milk, bread and fruit for an evening meal.
We arrived in Tulsa at 4: 00 p.m., and the friend who met us invited us to dinner with her family after we had taken our luggage home. She said that wewould pick up the children at the swimming pool, her husband at the office-it would not hurt him to leave early this once, and . . .
It was good to be home, back in a "normal routine." Naturally, we wanted to tell them about the trip and to hear what had happened during our absence. It also seemed natural when her husband left his office, and we heard how hungry the children were, to believe that dinner time was approaching. But with an effort I remembered this was not true for me. Time is relative, and my twenty-four-hour dose of insulin had already consumed three meals that day. For the day that I was living, there remained only one glass of milk in my daily allowance.
It was difficult to believe my eating day was over, because it looked like five o'clock, and I felt like five o'clock. It was so hard to believe, that I decided to go home to bed so I would not want to eat anything. I did not believe I would be able to sleep, so I kept repeating, to convince myself, "For my body it's nearly midnight, you know." My husband had elected to follow the diabetic routine too. He is a really good sport about living American Association of Industrial Nurses Journal, August, 1968 with a diabetic French teacher. Perhaps the occasional extra steak he shares because it is treatment for my condition helps to reconcile him to our rigid eating schedules, and the fiberglass-lined tote bag which we carry everywhere to keep emergency food cool. Seriously, I wonder if other people who are not diabetic might not also benefit from my doctor's plan for caring for the extra third of a day which jet travel creates.
The subsequent events of the night of our return support my theory. I did go to sleep about 6: 30 p.m, in spite of the bright light, the heat, and the excitement of getting home. However, at about one in the morning I awakened with a heavy headache. The signals may have been confused when I landed in Rome and in Tulsa, but this message came in loud and clear right on the beam. It was time to get up, take insulin, and eat breakfast. No doubt about it, my system was still on Paris time.
I didn't try to fight it; I went right to the kitchen. When I began knocking the pans about, my husband came out saying he could not sleep either. Deciding to eat with me, he requested two strips of American bacon to celebrate our return. I took 8 units of Regular Insulin to cover that 1: 00 a.m. breakfast although my sugar-urine test showed plus 4. Then we enjoyed a full breakfast of orange juice, bacon and eggs and toast.
After that, I slept so soundly that my husband's alarm did not awaken me at 6: 00 a.m. When I did get up at 8: 00 a.m., my sugar-urine tested plus 4, but showed no acetone. Therefore, I took only the 22 units of NPH. However, when the 5: 00 p.m. sugar-urine test continued to show plus 4 sugar, I took 4 units of Regular Insulin before the evening meal. At last, insulin time was once more synchronized with Tulsa time and I was back on schedule. It took me only a few days to get back in balance, following my doctor's suggestions.
Anyone who has to live a day-and-a-third in a single day has a problem, whether he knows it or not. Even the steward on our overseas flight said that he lived neither on Paris time nor on New York time. He said that he lived on his own time and that it was a problem for him having to eat meals at three in the morning.
Scientists who are studying the effect of space travel on astronauts are also studying the effect of jet travel on civilians, but meanwhile, diabetics who travel by jet must solve their problems immediately because diabetes can't wait for the final scientific answers.
